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Miss Carpenter, the Heroine and Leading Lady, Was to
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At Each Performance of the Play
the Hero Snatched the Leading
Lady from the Mouth of the Vol-
cano Just as She Was About to
Cast Herself Into Its Flames.

THE curtain had fallen on the third
act of “A Night in Honolulu” The
Opera House in Saugerties, N. Y.,

was packed to the doors
that

Fveryone in the

agreed here was

andience the , best

And

eveu

play that had come to town for years
the next and last act promised to be
richer in thrills than those which had gona

helore.
For just before that ecurtain had gone
down "“Kalama,” the dark eved Hawaiian

play, had parted
may

girl, the heroine of the
from her lover, crying, “"Whatever 1

be—even in death 1 shall love yon,” and
with a swishing of her long grass skirts
had fled to the voleann Kilanea to hlo®

ont her sorrow by leaping into its flaming
mout h.
And the lover had answered, “"Whatever

von may he, my bheloved, I'll save yon o1

burn with vou,” and had followed her
The
in the next act

There would he a g

andience sensed what was coming

and waited for it, tensely

impse of the lip of the

famons old Hawaiian voleano, with its
erimson Hames pulsing wickedly. Kalama
would bhe, of conrse, saved by that devoted
lover, even if she leaped into the flames
There would he thrills in plenty but a
happy ending

Suddenly from behind the gaudily paint
ed curtain came a heartrending seream.
It shrilled

pitched, pain-Alled, supplicating.

theatre —high-
It stilled

throngh the

the buzzing andience as though it had been
the very voice of death
Oh, Lestep!™

"Tester! came to the ears

of the audience in tones of tervor

Again the scream then broke
down in a long, shuddering sobbing. A
little wisp of smoke drifted out from the
gide of the stage -like a ghost

Fast on the echn of sobbing came
another cry, a man's voice filled with ho:
ror and sorrow—"Anna! My Anna!"

The audience stirred, pale faces turning
tn others as pale, For those eries had
heen tragedy—no make believe, no acting
What was happening behind the curtain?

A man stumbled out before the foot
lights. Not until he spoke did the audience

irose,

recognize him as Lester Smith, the lead
ing man of the play, who only five min
utes before, handsome and carefullh

dressed, had promised Kalama to save hey
from the voleano or go to death in it with

her. Tears were streaming from his eyes,
His white linen suit was blackened and
charred, One sleeve was burned awas

'he hands that hung stiffly
at hissides were fire scarred
and there were marks ol
flame upon his face.

“Anna-— Anna  Carpenter — “Kalama'" —
he faltered. “l= there

any doctor or medical sindent here?” He

has been burned,”

paused for an None answered,
“Will for help’——
Agzain came the eryv from behind the cur
despairing, so faint as hardly to be

Lester!™

answer
someone telephons
tain
heard—"Lester!

The actor turned; ran back. A dozen
men in the andience arose and hurried ot
to telephone for aid.

Aid for what? They did not ver know.
Nor did the silent, anxious audience
know—as vet. But behind that curtain a

real tragedy, more shocking than anvy even

hinted in the plot of the play, had overcom=

the heroine, Death waz there and deata
by fire, even as the plas il promised,
Yet not by any paiuted volear ponting
make-believe flames had death reached oud
and touched Anna Carpenter--but bv the

embrace of actunal fires racing through the

long, tinderdry strands of grass that made
up the skirt she wore as Kalama
Instantly, without warning the hand of

Death had fallen—ending Anna Carpenter's

career on the very brink of success, for
the little actress was soon to graduate
from the “road show into Broadway ;
ending, too, her romance, for Smith and

the leading lady were in love and sgoon 'o
e ried

Amd that night Anna Carpenter had been
iIn a more than usnally happy mood. The
last of her tronsseau had been honght., In

June she and Lester wonld be married.
And, beside that, the weary one-nieht
stands were hehind The company was

on its way to play for a week ai
and another at Jersey Ciry
them and New
of thelr dreams

The third act

neared Ite close,

Hobhoken
only the river
het ween York, the big city
of “A Night in qumlufu"
The villain had suecess-
fully blackened the character of the lovely
Hawailan girl Her lover, deep in dounbt,
had turned eves of pain upon her. Inno-
cent, but unable to explain away the econ-
spiracies against their happiness, she had,
broken hearted, delivered her threat to
throw hersell down into the fiery pit of

And the enrtain had descended
lover declaring that he would
lo save her or burn with her.

the voleano
upon her
follow her

Night in

Death When
Set on Fire.

Anna ran into the dressing room of the
opera house, The night was raw. There
was no fire in the furnace of the theatre,
and te dispel the chill a zas stove had
lighted in the dressing room. The
girl, the grass strands of her Hawalian
skirt flying, ran toward Miss Frances
Dowling, one of the cast who shared the
mom with her.
she

heen

“Frances,” don't know
why 1 feel so terribly gay and happy to-
night.” She did a little pirouette.

A wind blew through the room from
somewhere, and the jets In the gas stove
reached out under the draft like little red
Iongues

laughed, *I|

“Don’t stand so close to that stove,

Anna,"” called Miss Dowling, sharply, “the
grass on your skirt will cateh fire.”

Then——

“My God." she screamed, "it has!”

One of the little red tongunes had reached
and licked
grass skirt. Instantly a flame raced up
ward toward Anna's waist )

“Stand still, Anna!” eried Miss Dowling,
“stand still.” She rushed to a corner,
snatched down a bathrobe and leaped to
the girl to wrap it around her. But
other strands of the grass sakirt
blazing. For an instant Miss Carpenter
tried to tear it away from her. Flames
leaped up, searing her arms and her
hosom.

The pain must have maddened her.
She threw open the gdoor and ran into the
hall, and just as she passed through a
gust of cold wind blew through the pass
ageway. An expressman, calling for the
first Installment of the company’'s trunks,
had opened the outer door of the theatre.
The wind surged up the stairs. It was all
the fire needed. As the blast struck the
skirt the flames ran through it and bil-
lowed around the girl. fhe stood, for a
heart beat, In the centre of a great ball of
rosy fire,

Just at her right was the stage,
instant her lover sauntered off. And It
was then that the first agonized seream
of “Lester! O, Lester!” came from her
choking throat

He leaped toward her and crushed her,
all ablaze as she was, in his arms. It

ot a swishing strand of the

now
were

At this

(C) 1p22,

Another Scene from “A
Honolulu,”
Showing the Grass Skirt
Worn by Miss Carpen-
ter, Which Caused Her
It Was

by American Weekly, loe.

Leap Into the Hawaiian Volcano and Be
Rescued by the Hero---but Accidentally
She Swished Her Grass Dress
Into a Gas Jet and Was
Burned to Death in Her
Lover’s Arms

flashed through his mind, oddly, that as
he held her now so he had held her scores
of times in that mimic rescue which was
the climax of the last act. But these fires
were real real tongues of
agony that were licking up her life and hi:
happiness—together,

Frantically he heat them out,
His own light clothing became ablaze. He
did not His hands were seared, a
Aame reached up and scorched his mouth.
He ppid no attention to them

And the red death defied him The
crass skirt was thick and fed the fire like
idried brush.

It seemed as though he had heen fight-
ing hours for her life it had
been seconds. And now stage hands came
They
coverings

terribly —rod

tried to

care

In actuality

with heavy woolen blankets tore

the girl, the

around her, rolled her in them over the floor

him from threw

The red ol the lames vanished
But from the moaning bundle of agony on
the floor

ol the slage

wisps of smoke aronse It was

one of these that slipped from behind the

curtain and that the aundience saw—Ilike a

ghost. There was a faint odor of burned
Nesh,
Now the doctors eame. They unwrap-

ped the blankets, looked at the poor little

mirned and blackened body -and shook
their heads. Her Jover lifted her in his
arms and carried her out to the waiting
auto that was to carry her to St. Bene
diet’'s Hospital at Kingston, foriy miles
away,

As he placed her in the car conscious-
ness returned to her She raizsed her
hurned arms and clasped his neck

“I'm going to die, lL.ester,” she
<imply.

“Nonsense, Anna lovs,” ne answered,
‘You're coming through all right. Why,
dear, the good God could not he so eruel.”

But she shook her head, lapsing into a
merciful semi-consciousness There was
no room for him in that ear. He followed
in another. After a while they let him see
her. Only her eves were visible through
the bandages. They were wide with ter-
ror. Her lover kissed them,

“Close them, dean he s=aid.
going to be all right.”

“When I close them |
ghe sald. "And, then, |
vou as long as | can.”

said,

“"You are

gee red
want to

flames,"
look &'
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And Strangely the Play Scene
Was Duplicated on the Night
of Miss Carpenter’s Tragedy
~But Then It Was Real Fire
That Surrounded Her and
Real, Torturing Flames That
Wrapped Her and Her Lover
in Their Destroying Embrace.

“Why, in a week you'll be laugh-
ing at this,” he forced a laugh him-
self. “And, Anna, dearest, we'll build
vour next costume so it can't catch
afire.”

She looked at him enigmatically

and did not answer. After a little
time she spoke again.

“Lester, your love gives you hope.
No, I will never need another stage

dress. It is God's will; all is for the
hest.”  Affd after a silenee she con-
tinued, “l.ester, dear, do not close
the play. Go back. The show must
2o on. Finish yvour season.” It was
the time-honored slogan of the

«lage
“Yom
g0 now,” said
the nurse.
“Until to
morrow,
sweetheart,”
He kizssed the
wide eves

mus*

again
“Until—to-
morrow,” she
whispered,
Smith had been a soldier. With the
Three Hundred and Seventieth Artillery
he had fonght at Belleau Wood and St.
Mihiel, in France, Like a soldier he
marched back to his duty.. It was a Sat-
nrday. There could he no matinee, for he
must rehearse the ynderstudy for the part
of Kalama. That afternoon came a reas-
suring telegram He went through the
evening performance with a lighter heart
“No news is good news,” he said as the

curtain fell. He threw an overcoat over
the linen sult which as “Bob,” the lover
of Kalama, he wore in the play. He did

not stop to wash off the grease paint. He
just had time to eatch the last traln out
to Kingston. It was three ip the morning
when he arrived and ran to the nearest
public telephone station.
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Miss Anna Carpenter, the Unfortunate Young Leading
Lady, in Another Pose of the Play.

“Give me 8St. Benedict's Hospital,” he
called, "That voun St. Benedict's? How
is Anna Carpenter?”

A nurse’s voice answered. cool and sharp

\nnrt impersonal.
“Anna Carpenter died last night'"
Smith sent a L}

mother in Florida asking permiszion to

hury her with his own mother and father
out in Nlinois
"Yes,"” came the answer “It is where
she belongs. We will be at the funeral”
And so not many days ago the seared
body of little mime, to whom tl

message (13]

opening, was Imn*ird into her grave in
Iinois
But “A Night in Honolulu"” will bhe play
no more by the man who loved hel
3



